itself that for this heroic nature joy does not come
without effort, nor even life itself without hardship.
""The seeker after truth hath a heart tender as the
lotus, and hard as granite.1'

Here, my dear   friend,   are   a few hints of  those

days   of   ours   together on which I have taken much

more detailed notes. What I do not dwell on to you

is the   hurricane of intruders,  loiterers, and  half-wits

which  this   visit   loosed   on our two   villas.  No, the

telephone    never   ceased    ringing;   photographers   in

ambuscades let  fly their fusillades from behind every

bush. The milkmen's syndicate at Leman informed me

that   during   all the   time of this sojourn with me of

the "King of India" they intended to assume complete

responsibility for his " victualling ". We received letters

from   " Sons of   God".   Some   Italians wrote to the

Mahatma beseeching him to indicate for them the ten

lucky   numbers   for   the   next drawing of the weekly

national lottery!

My sister, having survived, has gone to take ten
days' rest at a cure in Zurich. She returns shortly.
For my part, I have entirely lost the gift of sleep. If
you find it, send it to me by registered mail!
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